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muted key Into which they had seemed compelled to sink when
they first stopped by the Hangman's Cottage.
"Yes," she returned. "Dad's always talking Greek about it."
She shivered and hugged herself, twisting her cloak still closer
about her, "There's a great underground river/' she whispered,
"as well as all the rest. They get their drinking water from it.
There's always water! Never an end to the water!"
Dud noticed as they moved on side by side under the precipi-
tous prison-garden that one of her hands was still ungloved.
It was with this one that she kept dragging her cloak round her.
What did she make him think of at that moment? Was it of
one of those queer dark posts that he had seen in pictures of the
Grand Canal in Venice ?
Presently they came to a spot where a strip of concave flag-
stones crossed the path. A thin stream of water was flowing
over this, from the river to the ditch on the other side, and once
again he offered to take her hand.
As she slipped it into his he realized even more vividly than
on the first occasion how full of magnetic life a girl's ungloved
fingers can be! It was as if a small naked creature, trembling
with the secret pulse of its own separate identity, had yielded
itself up to him.
When she drew it away he could not prevent the thought
rushing into his head: "Will Wizzie Ravelston's hand be as
electric as this one's ?"
But he struck the ground, after dismissing this thought, with
the end of his stick. "Ill leave her in the street," he said to him-
self, "while I run up to my room and get my money."